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THE CONJURER ON HAMMERSMITH 
BRIDGE 


E smiled at me in manner undismayed, 
And then, with an expressive glance and shiver, 
He flung his leg across the balustrade 
And dropped into the river. 


Alone I watched his exit from this world ; 
Alone I ran to peer into the gloom, 
And saw the way the swelling ripples curled 
Above his midnight tomb. 


I watched his hat drift down upon the tide, 

A witness of his scorn of God and men. 

His head rose up as though dissatisfied, 
And slowly sank again. 


Not mine the parting guest to speed or stay ; 
Not mine to interfere in private sorrow, 
Or force a man who so disliked to-day 

To wait upon to-morrow. 


I wondered would his last expiring breath 

In other folk breed equal hate and strife. 

I hoped he was enjoying more his death 
Than he had liked his life. 


He rose no more. The waters ceased their stir ; 
But in my mind I saw him, pinched and sick, 
Yet calm and smiling—like a conjurer 

About to do a trick. 


IT 


A trick that was ineffable, sublime, 

That loosed despair and hatred into space, 

That flicked a human being out of time 
And never left a trace— 


Except the hat. I watched it turn and sway 
And wander from the place where he had drowned ; 
The conjurer had tricked himself away, 

And could not hand it round. 
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ON A PHOTOGRAPH OF MYSELF AS A BOY 


OW young you look! It was not long ago, 
And yet you seem a child, as fresh and fair 
As if the gentle spring itself did flow 
Between your lips, and traceries of care 
Could never fret your brow. I did not know 
So beautiful you were. 


My younger self, what were you musing on 

So gladly in that calm, sequestered place ? 4 

Your young beliefs are now forever gone, ~° 

And gone the peace that lighted then your face. 

What was the dream for love of which you shone 
With such enchanted grace ? 


What was the love that stirred within your breast, 
And stole in secret wonder from your eyes, 
And moved your lips, and all your limbs caressed, 
And sent its first faint tremor to your thighs, 
Like that low vernal music of unrest 

To which the Earth replies ? 


Let me go back! Let me go back to you ! 
And we will learn some pleasant games to play, 
And choose some other fancy to pursue. .. . 
O why did you not put your dream away, 
Unhappy boy, when it was faint and new, 

And held you not in sway? 
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You cannot leave it now ; the dream you wrought 
Its spell upon your childish heart has laid, 

And you are held enslavéd to your thought, 

And from your eyes its shadow will not fade ; 
Forever in that instant you are caught, 

And by that dream betrayed. 
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GHOSTS 


AN they still live, 
Beckon and cry 
Over the years 
After they die, 
Bringing us tears 
Meditative ? 


Those we once set 
With us abreast, 
Shielded and cherished, 
Are they distressed 

If we forget 

After they’ve perished ? 


So while they sleep 
Do they not trust 
Friendship to keep 
Memory bright 
Lest it fall quite 
Into the dust ? 


Ah, but they try 
That to retain 

Lest they should die 
Over again. ... 


Le) 


What magic art 
Conjured his name 
Out of still seas, 

So that my heart, 
Stripped of its ease, 
Filled me with shame ? 


Out of what space 
Echoed his laughter 
Back to my ear ? 
Whence rose his face, 
Friendly and clear, 
All this time after ? 


I had been reading, 
Rapt, never heeding 
How the light crept 
Out of the room... 
Almost I slept 


Lulled by the gloom .. . 


. . . Dreamily raising 
Out of the embers 
Castles and forts ... 
Ah, it’s amazing 

How one remembers 
Trivial thoughts ! 
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And ... did I brood ? 
Nay, free from care, 
Grief, or desire, 

Such was my mood 
Sunk in a chair 

Close to the fire. 


Almost I slept ... 
Weariness swept 
Idle pretences 

Out of my heart ; 
Slowly my senses 
Glided apart... . 


. . « Glided like ships 
Over the seas ; 

Flitted like birds 
Over the trees . . . 
Then came his words 
Back to my lips. 


Softly they stole, 
Wave upon wave, 
Crushing my soul 

Into his grave... 
“You will forget... *.. 
You will forget... .” 


17 


Then came his eyes 
Shining with truth ; 
Then came his voice 
Broken with sighs ; 
Friend of my choice ! 
Friend of my youth ! 


God ! but I burned 
Him to embrace, 
Feeling his breath 
Hot on my face, 

So that I yearned 
Almost to death. 


So that I reeled 

Free from sleep’s fetters 
Out of my chair 

Over to where 

I had concealed 

Certain old letters. 


Holding a taper 
Over my head, 
Thrust I aside 
Bundles of paper, 
Labelled and tied, 
Seeking my dead. 
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Hearing him yet 
Saying “‘ Good-bye !” 
Hearing his sigh 
Murmured so low, 

*“ Ah, but I know... 
You will forget.” 


Had I not chaffed, 
Mocking his dole ? 

Had I not laughed 

In my endeavour 

Him to console, 

Telling him, ‘‘ Never ” ? 


Almost distraught, 
Kneeling I sought, 
Rummaged and fumbled, 
Straining my eyes... . 
Then my hand stumbled 
On to my prize. © 


Buried like him, 
Withering under 
Many a story 

Nearly as dim, 
Drained of its wonder 
Barren of glory. 
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So that I wept: 
Strong as a tide 
Bitterness swept 
Over my head... . 
I had not cried 
When he was dead. 


Dully I sobbed, 

While my heart throbbed 
Still with that low 

Cry of regret ; 

** Ah, but I know. ... 
You will forget.” 


How came this shade, 
Strangely begotten, 
Back to my mind, 
Bringing behind 
Grief long allayed, 
Almost forgotten ? 


Ah, but they live, 
Beckon and cry 
Over the years 
After they die, 
Bringing us tears 
Meditative. 
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AMONG THE TOMBS 


HERE’S silence with you here, you tranquil dead, 
The peacefulness that with your flowers blooms 
Allays the desolation that has led 
My lonely spirit here among the tombs. 


My grief is not for you. I did not share 

Your yesterday, and so I cannot miss 

The sense that made you living and aware, 

The strength and passions that are come to this. 


You are not mine . . . and yet I cannot say, 
“I know you not. We did not ever meet. 

I stole no instant of your time away. 

It was not you that evening in the street.” 


Immeasurable doubts beset the brain : 

The weak eyes strain in darkness without end ; 
But all is chance and meditation vain ; 

We know not whence we came nor whither tend. 


I cannot pass, a stranger, by this shrine 

And say, ‘‘ This shadow had in me no part | 
This is not mine! This dead thing is not mine ! 
Ye cannot lay this dead thing to my heart!” 


But doubtfully I stand. What thread unseen 
Unwarrantably links me to this clay ? 

Was this not even one who would have been 
Had I some time but turned a different way ? 
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If I could cast this weight of earth aside 
And mend the cruel ravages of death, 
Repaint the cheeks, press back the eyelids wide, 


And stir the heart to motion with my breath . . . 


No, no! Sleep on! I do not wish to see ! 
I will not think! This place is full of fear ! 
The one I need is on the way to me,— 
My unknown lover is not buried here. 
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THE PORTRAIT OF A MOTHER 


OUR calm eyes watch me as I pace the floor ; 
Across the room and back they follow me : 

Calm eyes, calm eyes, what do you watch me for ; 
Calm eyes that cannot see ? 


There is some hidden meaning in your gaze, 

Which sweeps and swells upon me like a tide : 

There is some word, some swift elusive phrase 
Between your lips has died. 


There is a kind of horror in your stare, 
As though you shrank in fear from something strange. 
"Tis but my fancy. It was never there, 

And portraits do not change. 


O watch me not! In quest of solitude 

I turn among the shadows as I pace ; 

But I have not the power to elude 
The vigil of your face. 


I move away, you follow with your gaze ; 

I steal a glance, your eyes are watching me ; 

I scan your face, no movement it betrays .... 
They turn so stealthily. 


Tis but a trick that any can disprove, 

A simple fraud, a trick of pose and light. 

Calm eyes, behind that glass you cannot move ; 
Calm eyes, you have no sight. 
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Your power is gone. In me you have no part. 

The babe you suckled and remembered still 

Whene’er you took the schoolboy to your heart 
Is stranger to your will. 


What do you see ? That fixed, relentless look 
Searching my visage seems to learn from it. 
The face of man is not an open book 

In which his sins are writ. 


My face betrays no secrets ; Saturn ploughs 

The lines upon the skin in other wise ; 

The vilest thoughts are hived in tranquil brows 
And peep from tranquil eyes. 


You look and shrink . . . as though I had betrayed 


Some sacred trust laid on me by a child ; 
Or smothered Love in secret as he played, 
Smothered him as he smiled. 


Why do you move beside me as I move ? 


O close your eyes and shut my thoughts from me ! 


It was too beautiful . . . the face of Love . 
For my mortality. 
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SONNETS 


I 


ART thou blind, that thou canst fail to see 
The misery that wanders in mine eyes, 
The hungers of this love I bear to thee ; 
Or art thou, in thy difference, most wise 
To set thy face from what thou wouldst not know, 
From mute appeals for what thou wilt not give, 
Deliberately turning from my woe 
Lest, in thy vision, it more freely live ; 
Or is thy love faint-hearted, wanting more 
Yet full of fear lest it shouldst liberate 
A passion that might rise and whelm thee o’er 
And turn thy feeble fondness into hate ? 
So art thou blind, or wise, or fearful grown 
That thou dost leave me suffering alone ? 
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II 


HATE’ER it be, I cannot suffer more ; 
My love o’erstrains my weak mortality 
And clamours for the things it once forebore 
When it was like a stripling slave to thee. 
But these thy gifts—the fondness in thy voice ; 
The amiable solicitude to please ; 
The knowledge that I am thy dearest choice ; 
The contact of thine arm ;—O what are these ? 
I starve upon this diet ! Let me take 
The peace that ebbs and flows upon thy breath, 
And if thy love is shy I will awake 
A passion with my lips more strong than death, 
And draw thee to the stars in mine embrace ; 
So give me all, or turn aside thy face. 
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Ill 


O remedy. Yet once upon a day 

I held thy spirit captive like a bird 
That hath no longer strength to fly away 
From sweet, restraining forces that have stirred 
Its heart to shy submission ; but, alas, 
I lacked the simple clearness of belief ; 
In agony I felt the moment pass, 
And now it hath eternity in grief. 
My coward heart misgave me. Thou wert young. 
I could not bear the wonder in thine eyes ; 
But from thy yielding shrank and fell among 
The toils of restless doubts and blind surmise, 
And dumbly saw thy joyful radiance fade 
And all thy love to weariness betrayed. 
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IV 


HINE is the face I fashioned in my dreams, 
And thine the smile I kindled with the sun, 
Catching between thy lids its brightest beams, 
Taking the deepest setting glow it spun 
To tint thy lips ; and from the East I brought— 
One evening as I dreamed upon this hill— 
Pale tusks of gleaming ivory and wrought 
Thy body and thy limbs, and took to fill 
Thy veins the blood of Gods ; and then I bowed 
My head upon my lonely hands in pain, 
For thou wert evanescent as a cloud .... 
But lo! there came a wanderer from the plain 
Who climbed to where I mourned upon the rise— 
Thou livest, and I dare not raise mine eyes ! 
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Vv 


H, pass not quickly ; gaze once more on me 
Who longed for thee and thought to find thee 
never, 
For thou art what mine eyes were lit to see, 
And one thing more and thou wert mine for ever, 
And I had counted life a boon indeed 
Could I have lived or lost it for thy sake, 
For as thou art the fullness of its need 
So is it thine hadst thou the need to take, 
And I had dreamed such dreams as flowers know 
When forth they put their arms to greet the Spring, 
Or fledgling birds when they the nest outgrow 
And first into the magic sunlight wing ;— 
Such happiness my life had found in thine, 
Hadst thou but one thing more to make thee mine. 
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THE OBSERVATORY 


NFINITE the night looks, flecked with clouds like 
foam, 
Breasting and scattering which, the moon rides high ; 
Yet this round smooth white lustrous peaceful dome 
Seems to me now more magic than that sky. 


Model of heaven, mirroring the universe, 
Tombed in black trees it sits—an acre’s span ; 
Futures of suns and systems to rehearse, 
Silent and still. Such in all else is man. 


His quiet and small convex he plants below 
Nature’s void lidless vast concave ; and even 
When her great stars are lit, here traceless glow 
More vigilant orbs, searching the insensate heaven. 
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THE OBSERVATORY, BY DAY 


O tower, no spire that points to heaven ; the home 
Of lore celestial, wrapped in verdurous ease, 
Rambling and squat, with many a peaceful dome 
Peeps from its bosoming trees. 


How harshly jut those angular huts we dump, 
Ourselves to huddle in, midst earth’s natural forms ! 
How softly glows each mosque fringed by its clump, 
Round whose roots work the worms. 


Type of the wise it sits, who, still unseen, 
Shelves each new chart with neither noise nor fear ; 
Who fixed on Heaven’s clear signs his vision keen 
Keeps, but his heart-hold here. 
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NYMPHOLEPTOS 


TRANGE, that the startled mind so soon 
Darts to some dark and pagan dread ! 
I watched you when the misty moon 
Her haloes on the garden shed. 


You in your vague and ghostly shawl 
Hung like a glow-worm on the lawn, 
Mystical and virginal, 
Wild, and as soulless as a Faun. 


A noiseless wood-nymph in a glade 
Seen suddenly, the ancients deemed, 
Had power to make men thus afraid. 
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IN EARLY AUGUST 


N August evenings mists arise ; 
They ease the edge of everything ; 
They shade the crimson in the skies, 
And hush the cornfields ; and they bring 
A mist about my eyes. 


Feebly the weed-heap fumes away ; 

Sweet is the smell, but strange and strong. 
*Tis night ; an hour ago ’twas day ; 

Autumn is in a month ; how long 
Seems it, since it was May ? 
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THE CYPRIAN’S HARBINGER 


Intermissa, Venus, diu rursus bella moves ?—Horace. 
TlouwxirdPpov’ aBavar ° Adpddira. —Sappho. 


OLDEN-THRONED, immortal Love, 
Sung to by the girls of Greece, 
From what islands hails the dove, 
Crossing what foam-crested seas, 


That my deepest dreams above, 
And my lightest, without cease, 
Or by day, where’er I move, 
With faint wing-beats kills my ease ? 


Ah! forbear thy power to prove ; 

Well I know what wings are these. 
Where but in the Paphian grove 

Dwells the dove that brings not peace ? 
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28TH APRIL, 1917 


USH, hush, inhuman one! Haunt moonlit 
arbours ; 
Revel ; ay, love ; but noiseless ; never sing ! 
Hast thou no sense what heart of listener harbours ? 
Oh, is this Spring to thee no less than Spring ? 


I heard thee suddenly ; that ancient impulse 
Breathless to hearken, seized me unaware, 
Even as I heard of old, and felt the dim pulse 
Of Earth speak through thee, and thy bliss could 
share. 


Now, what a pang it brought, the rapture piercing ! 
Hast thou no heart ? Thou, that in years now fled 

So sang, that in thy voice we seemed to hear sing 
Our hearts—in days before our friends were dead. 


How canst thou come again, true to thy season, 

Woo, mate, make music, as when Spring was joy ? 
How canst thou sing to us without a reason ? 

Must thou our dear-bought calm of mind destroy ? 


We could endure the flowers ; though memories tragic 
With their soft beauty woke, it lulled our pain. 
Thou hast a soul, and with resistless magic 
Whisperest of hopes we dare not nurse again. 


Till we can hear thee as these blithe new-comers, 
Cuckoos and swallows, that make no heart sore, 
Cease ; for our children there shall still be summers ; 
Thou’lt sing for them so, though for us no more. 
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If thou canst feel, then, wait till we are older ; 
Wiser ; to loss resigned ; the way less long. 
Dreams, and strange hopes that rise, desires grown 
bolder, 
Old mystic thoughts revived, rare glints of song— 


These wouldst thou bring us now, but old friends bring 
not, 
O, for one year yet, shun thy wonted grove ; 
Or visit us as thou didst once, but sing not ; 
Or sing, O nightingale, but not of love. 
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A DREAM 


UT from the glittering dance she grew ; 
Her face took form before me ; 
Her hair was like the Night’s, and threw 
The Night’s own mysteries o’er me. 


Her eyes were to her hair like stars ; 
Peace breathed from every feature, 

Love’s peace, that no delusion jars ; 
She was a wondrous creature. 


“Dance ? Ay, but well for them,” she said, 
“ Light heels, and hearts to match them. 
Converse like ours too soon is fled ; 
The moments whirl ; oh, snatch them ! ” 


“Tell me about your life,” she said, 
‘“‘ Who, whence, what seen, what seeking ? ” 
And from her voice a balm seemed shed, 
Even as she was speaking. 


Swift sped the dance ; the music swelled ; 
Talked, looked, and laughed the dancers. 

Under the noise our questionings held, 
Under the noise our answers. 


I told her all my life ; I told 
Her, there and then, my story ; 
Told her of home, and youth, and old 
Dreams about fame and glory. 
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Ever, as I might pause a space, 

Waves of deep thought would move her ; 
Wonderful calm sat on her face ; 

Till, when the tale was over, 


“Oh, you must come with me,” she cried, 
“Oh, you must come directly.” 
And through the ball, with eager glide, 


Drew me uncircumspectly. 


Cool fell the night-breeze on our cheeks ; 
Sweet breathed the garden round us ; 
Moonbeam that hides, or moth that seeks, 

Followed, but scarce had found us. 


Straight through the glimmering night we flew ; 
Hand fast in hand, we panted ; 

Was it her hair, or the night-dew 
Meeting my face, that fanned it ? 


Was it her breath, or the night flowers ? 
Could it be they, so fragrant ? 

Straight was our flight through the dark hours ; 
Only my thoughts were vagrant. 


Came a stone staircase without end, 
Echoing, immense, deserted ; 

Flight after flight sped on my friend, 
Beads to my forehead started. 
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Top door ; she murmured, ‘‘ Hush! my flat!” 
Rich seemed the words with wonder ; 

Pulled me, still gasping, o’er the mat, 
And a high curtain under. 


Breathless, she paused ; straight from the gloom, 
Blinking, I saw, half blindly, 

Couched in a darkly-furnished room, 
A matron, grave and kindly. 


“‘ Mother,” my fervent guide began, 
Without the least preamble, 

“You must know this delightful man ! 
Allow me—Mr. Campbell.” 
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THERE ARE STILL KINGFISHERS 


AITH peace and joy to-day brings ; all has failed 
I this day put my hand to, well know I; 
Less blind than some so far, though that’s not why ; 
But with joy peace and faith my spirit is mailed, 
Since on Wren’s Bridge at noon, unseen, unhailed, 
I, all alone, saw the kingfisher fly. 


Not as before, startled by friendly prod, 

In stagnant ditch to imagine something quiver, 

Lost while half-seen ; but brilliant, clear, and broad, 
Forty-two yards up the middle of the river 

Under my eyes shot the turquoise unflawed ! 
Nothing of me that bird knows and will never ; 

But I rejoiced, as men rejoice in God, 

Not that he cares for them, but lives for ever. 
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AFTER AVOWAL 


HERE was no sunshine on that day, 
The first we spoke of love ; 
The fields before our feet were grey, 
Grey were the skies above. 


The woods behind were black and still, 
Too dense for beast or man. 

As we came slowly down the hill, 
A drizzling rain began. 


Towards her I gave but one dark look ; 
She too, I thought, seemed pale. 

When from ourselves so much it took, 
Well might the sunlight fail. 


SONG 


EVER sought I thy secret to bare, 
Never tried I thy bosom to prove thee ; 
For a game of the soul is despair, 
Or as dreaming ; a voice ever there 
Says, Heaven is above thee. 


Well I knew it, I knew not an art ; 

Yet feared not I never should move thee ; 
For which should be doubted ? Whose part ? 
Thine, then, that thou hadst a heart ? 

Or mine, that I love thee ? 
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TWO KINDS OF DUMBNESS 


OW that love needs no language, now 

Both blink and bask, and never spell 
Sunbeams or hearts out, where and how ; 
Some charm, a charm yet (dare I tell ?) 


Lost now, though missed not, have I found, 
Even in that smiled-at, foolish day, 

When I looked awkward, sighed, and frowned 
Sometimes ; and you, too, turned away. 
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SOLUS HYPERBOREAS 


(May, 1915) 


Ode to a pocket edition of Virgil in the possession of 
D. G. Lillie, biologist to the British Antarctic Expedition, 
IgIo. 


(Note. —The volcano Erebus was within sight of the base camp.) 


UCH-TRAVELLED, curious book, I write this 
reverent ode 
To celebrate thy fame, and praise thy loving carrier ; 
That thou wast Virgil, always a most precious load, 
Now doubly wonderful, secure in safe abode, 
,_ First of all Virgils to have reached the Great Ice 
Barrier. 


There, like thine Orpheus, didst thou the lone realm 
enchant, 
Thrilling eternal snows with song unprecedented ; 
There saw’st an Erebus more grim and gaunt 
Than that whose gloomy king 
Wept and relented, 
Hearing but once the Thracian minstrel sing, 
And the remorseless powers of sightless Death re- 
pented. 
A desert even for shades too bare 
Was that thy presence graced, 
Pinnacled with a skyey gorge 
That fumes like the Sicilian forge— 
But what man’s bleak imagination dare 
With snowy Cyclops haunt the inhuman waste, 
Or in that frost-bound Aetna dream some Typhon’s 
lair ? 
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Yet ’twere a grievous error 
To think that here no forms are seen or heard. 
The subtle force of Life is not so soon deterred, 
And even the glittering shores of Erebus and Terror, 
Untenanted and rigid as they seem, 
Harbour a countless herd 
Of beast, fish, bird, that their own shelters mock 
Or lurk in blinding gleam ; 
And silver sea, white landscape, and black rock 
With undetected animation teem. 
Nor is a land for half the year benighted, 
A trackless and immeasurable wold 
By marrow-piercing cold 
And barrenness so desperately blighted 
But thou didst there behold 
Creatures in which thy lord would have delighted— 
Nay, which his inward vision long ago had sighted. 


Thou didst see Proteus there, and his amphibious 
flock 
Of soft-eyed seals disporting on the beach, 
Either lumbering along from rock to rock, 
Or blissfully rotating each 
In his particular marble dock, 
Or in its brittle walls laborious channels hollowing. 
Thou didst see Phorcus and his playful following 
Of huge cetaceans 
Riding along the waves, tumbling and wallowing, 
And tracedst their luxurious gyrations 
By their high-snorted fountains. 
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Thou hast seen penguins too, their populous nations 
Blackening the distant mountains, 
Or near at hand hast watched their congregations 
Flickering with movement, filled with clamours raucous, 
Or thou hast heard a small loquacious knot 
On icy crag some raid or rapine plot 
In squabbling conclave or intriguing caucus. 
And thou mayst even have snatched, in some remoter 
spot, 
Like a sea-lion couchant in stalactite grot, 
A fleeting glimpse of Glaucus. 


But fitly to rehearse 
And with full circumstance unfold each miracle 
Were difficult in this exacting verse 
And far too long a task for measures lyrical. 
. Nay, it would need thy master’s happy skill, 
And a fifth Georgic fill, 
In some such playful-epic vein 
And in such human image to describe 
With grandiose-tender strain 
The wondrous commune of ‘the penguin tribe. 
The civil code which they from birth imbibe, 
Their ritual, fasts, and games, 
** A world in little, yet a vision rare,” * 
Their hymeneal bliss, which our own conduct shames, 
Their inexhaustible parental care, 
And all the complex laws of their small lives, 
His were the mind most proper to declare 
Who voiced the marvels of our humble hives, 
And the minute society of bees laid bare. 


* Georg., iv. 3: Admiranda tibi levium spectacula rerum. 


49 


All Nature’s works he saw 
With wonder, love, and awe, 
And might have used his humour mixed with pity 
To illuminate and draw 
The charm and pathos of that Polar city, 
And those quaint colonists of ice and wave, 
Who, in a world with circling perils rife, 
Their pygmy species to eternise, brave 
The elements themselves in constant strife, 
And mid perpetual cold preserve the fire of life. 


But thou henceforth shalt tell a double tale : 
One, of that patriarchal navigator 
Who from the flames of Pergamum set sail, 
Destined old wonders of the deep to probe ; 
This shall men read in the familiar lines 
Of which thou art the small perpetuator. 
But thou hast other speaking signs 
In blots and blurs that stain thy weathered robe, 
Whether of sportive baptism at the Equator, 
Or caught in some Antarctic gale 
Where seas, unreined by continents, roll round the 
globe. 
And in these characters the skilled translator 
May read another tale 
Rich in romance no less, vaster in scale ; 
A voyage of enterprise heroic, 
As full of purpose high, 
Labour indomitable, and courage Stoic, 
And no less sure than that, of immortality. 
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So, when thy future readers shall discover 
How, in that hospitable land, 
His first long phase of storm and struggle over, 
The weather-beaten Trojan scanned, 
Far from his ancient home, in their outlandish art, 
Scenes of old war, and sad imperishable glories ; 
The vision stirred his heart, 
He cried, ‘‘ Here, too, are tears ; here, too, com- 
passion ”’— 
Then shall they pause, and fashion 
Another story’s deathless record to thy story’s, 
And their proud hearts shall beat, 
While they with reverence the great line repeat, 
Quae regio in terris nostri non plena laboris ? 


Yes, regions where no conquering Roman ever stepped 
To man’s invincibility redound ; 
Where, in white leagues of snowdrift blizzard-swept, 
A solitary mound 
Through the long Polar nights unvisited, 
Where that last sleep they slept, 
Commemorates their labours and our loss ; 
There men once wept ; 
There too, there tears were shed ; 
There, symbol of compassion, stands a simple Cross. 


Yet not the lands they gained, nor the funereal Pole 
They reached, alas too late, their triumph sum ; 
It was no popular feat that was their goal, 
But to make tameless Scythian tracts become 
The provinces of Knowledge ; to unroll 
Nature’s Sibylline scroll, 
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Teach mysteries to speak that had been dumb, 
And to promote the bounds of man’s imperial soul. 


And this was their achievement ; 
Here they annexed and charted an immense domain, 
For their own memories a greater gain, 
For us, a better solace in bereavement 
Than that priority which they did not attain. 
And surely of all men he 
Whose art created thee, 
If to thy pages he his heart committed, 
And truly held that man most fortunate 
Who to the secret springs 
And causes of all things 
Had skill to penetrate, 
Would count them to be envied and not pitied. 


Happy is he indeed, 
Happier than vulgar minds can ever grasp, 
Who chose the book of Knowledge to unclasp, 
And her high doctrines read ; 
Filled with a faith more large than any creed 
By the harmonious spectacle of Science, 
Awed but not cowed, 
He finds in Truth alone his light and lead, 
And to her service vowed 
Bids Superstition, Fear, and Fate, and Death, defiance. 


Such faith enjoys the man who treasured thee. 
Yet is he doubly blest, 

Being dowered in like degree 
With what thou dost attest 

To have been in Virgil’s mind the next felicity. 
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His devious foot ere now hath pressed 
The grassy shrine of many a rural god ; 

Of wood-nymphs’ arbours he hath been a ranger, 
And in Silvanus’ precincts trod, 

Nor is elusive Pan to him a stranger, 

For he loves peace no less than he dares danger. 


These are the two ideals at whose leading 
He now goes forth, not to destroy, but heal ; 

And, because thousands of brave men are bleeding, 
To face that death which he would never deal, 

All his most cherished labours has relinquished. 
May he survive till Europe shall resume 

Those noble quests that now have been extinguished, 
And that devotion use, which wasteful wars consume. 


But thou, henceforth on thy twin laurels rest ; 
And let thy thumbed and venerable pages 
Stand silent monitors to future ages 

Of what alone can make man truly great and blest. 


To spread the power of learning, and the light of art, 
Further than sage or poet ever dreamed, 
To leave not yet unfurled 
No corner of Earth’s chart, 
No nation of her millions unredeemed ; 
But like that box which dying Douglas hurled 
Charged with his cause and his great leader’s heart, 
Far, far ahead of our own vital span 
To fling Regeneration at the world— 
This is the glory, this the work, of man ; 
And of this progress thou, small book, wast in the van. 
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NIGHTFALL ON A SANDY SHORE 


HE tide is out. Far off, on plains of sand, 
Gannet and gull and croaking kittiwake, 
And all droll things that nightly them betake 
About the shifting bounds of sea and land, 
Grouped as for some fantastic ritual stand ; 
The bare and shallow sea like a great lake 
Glassy and silent lies, the while they make 
Their guttural strange music of the strand. 


The long dirge dwindles. Still the twilight lags ; 
Down is the sun, the fishers far afloat. 

Slowly, the birds cease, wheeling to the crags. 
Over the seascape moves a misty boat, 

And fades, and leaves deep silence all about, 

And darkness falling, and the tide far out. 
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THE SELF-DEFEATERS 


USH, soul, it is the voice of time. What hour ? 
Twelve ; is it so late? What, twenty ? More? 
Oh, mad 
Bells ! Inarticulate jangling ; clamorous hash, 
Confounding its own purpose. One last clash, 
Of three loud late-comers, with discord bad 
Finishing abreast. Ineptitude of power! ~ 


There speaks the work of man. He, he that mars 
All that he makes with senseless rivalry, 
He howls ten midnights to the unhurrying sky ; 
Who with his million-throated obvious jars 
The speaking course of life, and its air scars ; 
He is it, who to Heaven-born piety 
Gives back the Churches’ fifty-steepled cry. 
Thou, soul, regard the progress of the stars. 
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IN A WARM OCTOBER 


NLY a memory is the lilac now ; 
The nightingale not even a memory. 

Two months, three months back, did the cuckoo fly ; 
One month before that took his Trappist vow. 
Gone are the swallows even, when ? whither ? how ? 

Yet one great rich rose blazes garishly ; 
And once more crawls the meditative plough ; 

And still the suns soar cloudless, hot, and high. 


Glad though not thrilled I walk, even as the year ; 
See little, think little, blink, feel the sun. 
Birds there may be yet, none I care to hear ; 
Hopes I may nurse, but would not mention one. 
What still is with me, I reflect how dear ; 
If I have lost some. things, their thought I shun. 
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ENVOI 


FF, little seeds, on Time’s wild gale ! 
Small, but well-armoured, light yet strong. 
Groan not, as through much chaff you sail ; 
In seeds, remember, life sleeps long. 


Some but for wind might strike root now ; 
Most from the rocks will drink no tears ; 
Few will arrive, somewhen or how ; 
But none yet for a hundred years. 


POSTSCRIPT 


a AST not your pearls before the swine ”— 
No! nor that sapient beast malign. 
Pigs, I protest, are no such churls, 
And well know what to do with pearls ! 


Men are the gross and heartless crew. 

I brought them garlands fresh with dew ; 

They chewed them, spat, and roared for wine— 
Ah, could I learn the speech of swine ! 
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SECOND POEMS 


by 
EDWARD DAVISON 


To 
HUBERT and GRIZEL 


I HEARD THE OLD MEN 


(Lines on being told that I had all the illusions of youth) 


HEARD the old men talk together, 
Nodding grey heads one to another, 
And dimly seen from my window-sill 
(So cool was dusk and the air so still) 
The blue tobacco-cloud under me 
Blossomed up from the vanishing tree 
Till darkness gathered the phantom flower. 
But under the leafage hour by hour 
One to another I heard them say 
Yesterday— Yesterday— Yesterday ! 


* * * * 


It is all true that men born long ago 

Pondered and spoke even as I do now, 

Planning to mend earth’s sorrows : even so 

Do I. With earnest voice and serious brow 
Each learned life’s lurking secrets from the wise, 
Like me they loved, growing old in discontent, 
Till all illusion faded from their eyes ; 

Beauty’s mirage, brief and impermanent, 

And first love’s all-too-soon frustrated dream, 
And impulse mocked and hope and faith belied, 
All that was highest in the heart’s esteem 
Betrayed, exhausted, hurt, unsatisfied. 
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It is not all a dream, though when I speak 
The old men smile and cowardice defers ; 
Ambition, Hope and Love seem strangely weak 
And perishable things,—poor travellers 
Treading an alien land where the sea~-mark 
Looms in the mist obscure, and yet they know 
It is not all illusion, for the dark 
Sonorous sea sucks at the rocks below 
And men grow deaf in age. 

I'll not believe 
That time can quench the ardour of the heart 
Or bate one impulse out of youth, or grieve 
Its mocked ideal dream. I will not part 
With any sympathy for common things 
That yesterday thought beautiful or good, 
Not one enthusiasm that beauty brings 
Will I let sleep, but die within this mood 
Rather than lose another love I had, 
Having so few surviving yesterday. 


It is not alla dream. I will be glad 

That there’s some spirit treading upon earth 
(Though scarcely heard, yet felt in every breath 
Of the free air), a spirit of rebirth 

In their own sons, for those who suffered death ; 
For there are poets wakening into song 

And soldiers seeking peace on earth again, 

I will believe in life while I am young, 

For once grown old there’s no believing then. 
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THE LOVERS 


ILLOW and water ! Would we were 
Like those dear lovers all the year, 
And our exchanging light and shade 
As dark or bright reflection made, 
Blending through mirrored rise or fall 
And every windless interval. 
Might we but touch as tender lipt 
As they when first a ripple slipt 
To kiss the downward dipping frond 
That leaned above the river-pond 
To close that envious space between 
Lest any weed should intervene, 
That Beauty over Beauty crouched 
Might tremble in the thing it touched ! 
Would love like theirs were ours to live, 
So delicate, so sensitive ; 
But neither sun nor moon shall see 
Thy light in mine or mine in thee. 


63 


COLIN CLOUT’S COME HOME AGAIN 


OLIN Clout’s come home again, 
Loping up the rutted lane, 
Past the farmhouse and the pool, 
Smiling at the village fool, 
Past the thatched and yarded stack 
With his bundle on his back. 
Little girls in gingham frocks 
Played around the pillar-box. 
Colin spoke to them and passed, 
For he’s come back home at last. 


Nancy, now that Colin’s here, 

Take the jug and get some beer, 
Then put on your pinafore, 

Heat the oven, shut the door, 

Take your biggest apples down, 

Bake the dumplings crisp and brown. 
Colin kissed you when he came, 
Called you by your pretty name, 
And he gave you a new shawl. 

Colin hasn’t changed at all ! 


Wind the clock up, make a stir, 
Busier be and busier 

Till his supper’s done, and then 

Just you kiss him back again ! 

Say it’s time to go to bed, 

Wrap your apron round your head, 
Scramble up your cottage stairs, 
Turn the lamp out, say your prayers ; 
Tell God that the best of men, 

Colin Clout’s come home again ! 
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THE LAMP 
(To Alec Macdonald) 


OON with the day-long legend shelved again 
The Solitary turns toward his bed, 
Where the sleep-smothering thoughts besiege his brain, 
And the old passions die uncomforted. 
O lamp that burnest bright 
Guard thou his secrets through the quiet night ! 


Be thy deep flood in his dark sleep distinct : 

There in the palpable shadow all things seem 

But no thing is. The light of moons extinct 

That burned for him the purest flame of dream 
Illuminates thee now ; 

Priest of his spiritual peace art thou. 


O flower of light within whose single sphere 
The insubstantial spirit of thy kind 
Seems centred now ;—bright lamp, thou blendest here 
Thy thousand forms and all in one combined 
By thee are typified : 
A thousand nights in thee lie memoried. 


Even thus in hours of unbelievable gloom 
Thy softening presence blessed the bed of death : 
Thus art thou sentinel in the recent tomb 
Where the black enemy inhabiteth 

The swelling depth below, 
Yawning upon thy light that fadeth low. 
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There the last glow-worm thine inheritor 
Lights in thy faltering beam a feeble spark, 
And furry bats on blundering wings explore 
The silence bristling in the empty dark, 

And thou in rust and mould 
Art set within thy bracket, quenched and cold. 


And dedicate lives have sacrificed to thee 

A daily ministry of prayer and psalm 

In odorous temples where the middle sea 

Or Asian mountains with eternal calm 
Kept the hushed ritual, 

And precious oils thy light made mystical. 


Thou in the Halls of Solomon hast slept, 
And in the Holy-of-Holies at the font 
Shone thy continual light. While Hero wept 
Over Leander by the Hellespont 

The vestal virgins saw 
And tended thee with innocence and awe. 


Even thou subdued in the Arabian night 
Trembled with that white bride the Caliph heard 
Through many a fabulous moon of sad delight 
Till dawn again the endless tale deferred ; 

And every poet else 
Gazed on thee in his hour of murmurous spells. 
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And thee in his divine acceding hours 

Often the lover quenched, with passionate pride, 

And when thy beauty closed, shy as a flower’s, 

Embraced another whence thy light had died ; 
And thou, love’s twinborn star, 

Hid thy frail head above the amorous war. 


Thou with slow sandglass and pale moondial 

Hast marked the hours in many another room 

When overtaking sleep was ripe to fall 

On the bent head within the studious gloom ; 
Yet patient didst thou look 

Past the drooped shoulder on the slanting book. 


And here thou watchest for the tardy dawn, 
Inert and silent, even as of old 
Dim, ere thy last uncertain flame withdrawn 
Leaves yet another story all untold, 

Another secret dead, 
And a great darkness where thy light was shed. 


67 


THE FRIEND 


ECAUSE my deeper heart commands, 
To-night I leave this house of men 
To find a brook to cleanse my hands 
And not to tread these streets again. 


My old unhappy hope no more 

Shall search a passing stranger’s eyes 
To find the light it fainted for, 

But never see that light arise. 


And now at last my lips shall end 
The long pretence of smile and speech, 
For I will take that man for friend 
Whose love I need not to beseech. 


We two will labour all day long, 

And sleep by night and rest at noon, 
He will not mind my broken song 

When we tread homeward in the moon. 


He will be pure in heart, and I 

Be strong in him, and in his trust 
I shall not be a living lie : 

He will be just and I be just. 


And though thereafter if the dream 
Hushed either heart within the breast, 
Nor he nor I that hour would seem 
To grudge the other’s greater rest. 
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VENUS OVER CAMBRIDGE 


HROUGH the cloister gate when the shadow and 
silence thickened, 
As the soft division of twilight trembled between us, 
I watched with the gold half-moon till my spirit was 
quickened 
And leapt in my breast to see thee descending, O Venus. 


So pure was thy light, so remote, if my eyelids trembled 

With the heavy unwonted tears that arose thereunder, 

I felt them not then, for the thoughts in my heart assem- 
bled 

To drink of thee there though I wept in that hour for 
wonder. 


And I know not whether again (though it may be never) 

If in grief or joy and with how aged eyes I may find thee 

On an evening quiet as this is, and by what river 

I shall watch thee set with the moonlit heaven behind 
thee. 
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O HAND UNSEEN 


HAND unseen be gentle and kind to me, 
Touch me in desperate hour 
When I forget thy guidance ; though I be 
Impatient of thy power, 
Yet doth my heart elect 
To turn along the way thou dost direct 
To meet the ultimate end, 
Content on thee, thee only, to depend. 


Put forth thy healing fingers : close mine eyes 
When on the hill of sleep 
I slip entangled in my memories, 
And weep, or seem to weep, 
Because of those uptorn— 
O not alone the rose but even the thorn 
That has her beauty too, 
Far lovelier than ever yet I knew. 


Wake me with urgent influence to the sun, 
With Sleep’s dark summit past, 

And when the happy morning is begun 
Be visible at last. 
Descend in mantling light 

Below the clouds till I behold thee bright 
Where thou dost intervene 

And bless me with thy peace, O hand unseen ! 
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RETROSPECT 


NCE in the Spring of youth I swore 
“Though all this love prove bitter yet, 
Clear memory for evermore 
Will sweeten each sad thought of it.” 


But now with that long sickness past, 
I scarce remember or believe 

I ever thought that it could last, 

And grieve because I cannot grieve. 
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BETWEEN HEAVEN AND CHARING CROSS 


HEN the silence guards thy breath 
And a darkness hides thy head, 
Doubt, a paler shape than Death, 
Draws me dreaming from thy bed. 


Softly do I seek the street 

Where the unhappy shadows move, 
Pacing on intent to meet 

The spirit that I still might love. 


I dream of calm that has not been, 
And never can be till I find 

The long withheld, the still unseen, 
The spiritual mistress mind. 


Thou sleepest through oblivion 
Where no lost step could echo in, 
While thy pale sisters one by one 
Tread the footworn moonlight thin. 


Their bright shoes glimmer as they pass, 
Their writhen shadows ebb and flow 
From lamp to lamp as in a glass 

Upon the shining flags below. 


Sadly I scan each fading face 

With a brief and steady glance, 
Their dark dispiteous looks abase 
My hope and turn my eyes askance. 
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They pass away in gradual waves 
Down to the mine of darkness soon ; 
The houses stand like stones on graves, 
The streets are empty in the moon. 


Beyond an atmospheric wall 

Thy dim and fearful lights decline, 
And I come wondering after all 

If that calm spirit can be thine. 


73 


ANY STREET 


EAUTY has walked in the broad light 
By night and day since time began ; 
In the bright road to left and right 
Free to the sight of Everyman. 


But he shall know what eyes were blind 
Who saw her, casual as she was, 

In the black day he looked behind 
Fearful because he let her pass. 
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UNION DEBATE 


“That this House believes Democracy, as 
a form of government, has no future.” 


(To G. Granville Sharp) 


RINITY bell strikes eight upon the hour 
From court to cloister, echoing down the stone 
To dark St. John’s, eight times a second tone : 
And softly now from distant steeple and tower 
Low mingling chimes respond, and I who tread 
Down the dim path, stop still. Like one alone 
In a deep mine under a deeper sea 
Who hears, or seems to hear, above his head 
Some tempest plucking at the ocean’s bed, 
(His groaning roof), I listen. Over me 
Another darkness droops, and over all, 
Time’s far-off unbelievable whispers fall 
And I pass onward. To my narrowed eyes 
The spreading trambeams tremble as they rise 
From the lit windows ere the half-doors swing 
Behind me, and a hum of muttering 
Ebbs from the inward hall like the pedal tone 
Of a quiet organ, climbing in vaults of stone. 


. Elsewhere have I heard this sound ! 

Iw the markets of man, the chaffering stalls of Shields 
Where the blazing oil is blown from the dripping flares; 
I have heard it swell in the green Harton fields 
When the crowds cheered from the seaside football 

ground, 
Over Horsley Hill, and this in its hour like theirs 
Shall perish away though others awake again 
Wherever on earth man meets with his fellow-men, 
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They are entering now and parting as they come, 
Speakers and officers, taking their separate sides, 
The Ayes and the Noes, some with a smile and some 
Grave as the President : He, ere the noise subsides, 
Rises to order, and silence with sudden shock 
Effortless falls but for the tick of a clock. 


I have seen mirrors from each opposite wall 
Of a narrow room reflect themselves, the small 
Within the great when my white face between 
Showed equally in either, through the sheen 
Receding into dim infinity 

And specular perspective, so to make 

The perfect image of neutrality. 

But did example mould the clay of the mind 
Whose unimaginable thoughts mistake 

In either glass the half that is defined 

For the full figure, never would this house 
Assemble and divide nor words arouse 

The crying Question ! that my lips awake. 


Thus force opposes force in shadowy war 

For a vague dream of policy week by week, 
Nor Burke divined on his last election floor 
The vanity of it all when he rose to speak ! 


They are rising around me now on the ended speech 

Out of the shaft of the sense from the mine of the 
mind, 

Prophetic, stammering shadows that threaten, be- 
seech, 

Plead, demand and decry. The blind are blaming the 
blind ! 
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The blind have battled the blind : the debating ends. 
But in that sad war of opinion I dreamed to-night 
How we with the rest divided, I and my best of 
friends, 
Turning like spectres apart to the left and the right. 
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THE MOTHERS 


HE long unhappy night is done 
And God’s Belovéd sleeping now 
Forgets, since she has borne a son, 
The pain that marked her patient brow ; 
And her dark curtains downward drawn 
Refuse the peering eye of dawn. 


But even now in this sad town, 
And far more fearful than the night, 
Dawn through the window trembles down 
On some pale sister-mother’s sight, 
Who with a weaker arm has prest 
Her new-born dead against her breast. 
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GHOSTS 


Y the dark fire when I was a child 
Two shadows used to stand 
Turning and bending, left and right, 
One on either hand. 


They held thin fingers over their eyes 
If I sat up awake, 

My timid hand might not move out 
But their strange heads would shake. 


Night after night through year and year 
They watched me over my book, 

I did not dare to raise my head 
Lest they should meet my look. 


And seven times in the winter’s week 
By night I climbed to bed, 

And saw a heavier shadow still 
That stood at the stairhead. 


It had no shape, it made no sound, 
Its hands above me leant, 

And everywhere in the windy house 
The wood creaked as I went. 


Though they had watched me stir in dream 
I had not known to weep, 

Three still guardians stood at my foot— 
Silence, Starlight, and Sleep. 
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EPITAPH 


ERE a pure lady gave the dust 
Her body, and the flowers her breath, 
And yet had virtue left to thrust 
A further dignity on Death. 


EPIGRAM 


INCE I have seen the harvest moon 

How heavy lies the fallow mind : 
O Lord send forth thy ploughmen soon 
While yet the seeds are on the wind ! 
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A PROSPECT OF RETROSPECT 


HEN I think how time will pass 

Until this Now is turned to Then, 
Like smoke that fades within a glass 
Seem the curled fancies of my pen. 


For this year’s sturdy discontent 

Will read in words a boy mis-spelled, 
When I have weighed the Much life meant 
Against the Little that it held. 
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I KNOW NOT HOW 


KNOW not how in the night 
The mind’s doors open and close, 

Nor if I have seen aright 

The shadow that comes and goes ; 

So easily might a dream 

Have shed on the wide eyesight 

A shade of the things that seem 

To darken the outward light. 


Therefore I follow thee not, 
O shadow of doubtful joy, 
Perchance by a dream begot 
My dearer dreams to destroy ; 
But rather beckoning sleep 
To stop each gap of the sense 
In darker night do I keep 

My careless indifference. 
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THE OWL 


EYOND the inmost barriers of the brain, 
Hid by the tree of thought’s most secret bough, 
While suns and moons of mood arise and wane, 
The owl of patience dreams of wisdom now. 
Her twin dark-closing eyes in safety keep 
The present and the past, and for the rest 
Shadow and silence blend themselves with sleep, 
Nestled against the oval of her breast. 
Still motionless she ages, growing wise, 
And day by day dreams on and never stirs, 
Nor, till the last leaf falls before her eyes 
And the bare winter ends my peace and hers, 
Will she burst up into the startled night, 
Wailing on wings widespread for sudden flight. 
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SONNET AFTER RE-READING SHAKESPEARE 


I can never be myself again, 

It is too late to live, too soon to die ; 
I am a poet made of many men 
And each was far more beautiful than I. 
This meagre candle pales before a sun 
Too bright to bear, and now within the mind 
My thoughts like lamps put out die one by one, 
The very light has burst and I am blind. 
Sorrow was mine long since and love and faith, 
Companions sweet, sufficient for my need, 
But these are treading on the heel of Death 
And from all else but passion am I freed ; 
For never now remembering his name 
Shall I put pen to poem save in shame. 
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VISION OF PEACE 


OME faltering stranger through the open door, 
With shy and gentle footstep entering 
The house of Thought. Thick shadows mat the’floor, 
Heavily burns the lamp to the moth’s wing : 
The hesitant silence sighs 
Like a child asleep whose dream passes and dies. 


Be rested now. The late hour chimes an end, 

The doors are sealed and all the curtains drawn ; 

The shimmering satins creamily depend 

From your white shoulders, and the slow flames fawn 
Upon your cloudy hair, 

Pilfering gold from the soft tresses there. 


Let us be still even as lovers sleeping 

With this full silence for our bridal bed ; 

Stealthily are the dark companions creeping, 

Shadow and shadow past your drooping head ; 
And now the faint lamp’s flame 

Wavers and whitens when I speak your name. 


There is no time within this room of ours, 

No sun to sweep day onwards to nightfall ; 

There is no hungry clock to spend the hours 

With callous hand and face ; no moondial 
Of the fantastic brain 

To point the darkness to the west again. 
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The lamp’s last tremulous light can never fail us, 

This fire shall burn for ever still untended ; 

We shall remain,—no moment can assail us, 

Our wealth of silence cannot be expended : 
Eternity must pass 

Ere you can cry “‘ Farewell!” or I“ Alas!” 
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SONNET 


THOU in the darkness far beyond the spheres 
That seest me, puny, under the night below 

Treading through Destiny to Death, forego 

Thy triumph and glory for a score of years : 

Leave me alive amid my hopes and fears, 

The tempest of the mind, the joy, the woe, 

That I may battle with myself and know 

The worth of life, though be it by bitter tears. 


Set not Thy stars against me whether I prove 
Evil or good, ere from my inward spirit 
Beauty and Truth depart, nor judge me less 
In the full storm than in the calm thereof ; 
Yet from the circle of earth that I inherit 

O lift the shadow of this long loneliness ! 
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THE WORDS 


HEN lights are out and midnight past 
Dark sleep must hush the house at last ; 
O in the dwindling silence then 
Dear Memory return again. 
Bring thy diminished voices, bring 
The music that they loved to sing ; 
Their words, though softer far than all, 
Distinct as when they first did fall ; 
And ere the faintest far decline 
Remember mine, remember mine ! 
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POEMS 


by 
FRANK KENDON 


THE EXCUSE 


EAUTY of form, of lip, of cheek, of eye, of word, 


of deed, 
Not for thou hast, though thou hast these, I love thee— 
this were choice ; 
Thou art my mistress for no cause: I love because I 


need ; 
But praise to still my questing mind, thy looks, thy 
grace, thy voice. 
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THE SILENT GARDENER 


HE village is agog with news : 
The gardener is sick, they say ! 
They pass his cottage, but the yews 
Are dark and secret, night or day. 
The door is shut ; a blind, half-drawn, 
Disorders his geraniums ; 
A candle flickers out at dawn, 
And no one goes, and no one comes. 


The garden, that was once his pride, 
The wonder of the countryside, 

Is deep with leaves from many a tree— 
A garden sick in sympathy. 

The recent winds, the early frost 

Have had their way, and now it lies, 
All order and all beauty lost, 

A monument in gossips’ eyes : 

** Ah! this is sad, indeed,” they say, 
“The gardener is worse to-day.” 


The cronies in the Star and Crown, 
Discussed last night the blind half-down ; 
The gossips by the cobbler’s door 
Repeated rumour—nothing more : 
They say the doctor comes and goes, 
And broth and delicates are sent 

By servant from the manor house : 
They speak with kindness, and repent 
Past innuendoes—Goodness knows ! 
The silent gardener may die ; 

Forgive his taciturnity ! 
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Old Hobbs, if it had been your lot 

In June, when rose and pink were rife, 
To sicken, then these folk had not 
Despaired so quickly of your life ! 
Nay, had you died, your garden still 
Would bloom a week or so, until 
Some dame by stumbling roses drawn 
Should wonder at the uncut lawn, 
And whisper in her neighbour’s ear : 
“ The gardener is ill, I fear.” 


But Autumn ; and a day away 

Proclaims your absence. You, we know, 
Would ne’er consent to stay away, 

Save sickness had compelled you so. 

If silence was your sin, ’twas small ; 

A richer tongue was at your call— 

** And, now that that is hushed,” they said, 
“* We fear the gardener is dead.” 
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OPHELIA 


ERE with a handful of faded flowers lies Ophelia, 
She that died with a song on her lips in sadness ; 
Earth knows nothing of this, her secret interment, 
Save for the knowledge of one more flower plucked 
early. 


Here with the night her songs have sunken to stillness. 
The tears of the mourners fell, but Earth, unheeding, 
Thought but a ‘lated shower had fallen with nightfall, 
And only stirred in her sleep not wishing to wake. 


Cover her in : her love and her grief strove together, 
Now, reconciled, they sleep, bedfellows complacent ; 
Cover her in: her sighing ceased with her singing, 
And Death on a cool stream his garlanding gave. 
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PASSOVER 


HE barn owl cries in the wood ; 

The brown moth clicks at the candles ; 
Sleep with cowl and hood 
Passes by on sandals. 


Like a sword dividing the dark 
Falls the sound of a bell ; 
Midnight passover ; Hark ! 
Yesterday’s knell. 


The owl’s cry stops ; and, spinning, 
The brown moth falls dead ; 

The steeples cease their dinning ; 
Earth turns in her bed. 
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WHAT LACK I? 


EADOWS in level lands, where skies 
Insphere a million melodies 

Of birds ; sweet lands, lost kingdoms where 
God’s beauties breathed the golden air ; 
Where browsed the more-than-doubled flocks 
Among the foam of ladysmocks ; 
Where daisies pert, and paigles shy, 
Rejoiced my sight as I went by, 
(Singing, as larks will, for no cause 
Less deep than our twin nature’s laws)— 
What lacked I, that I thought to find 
In you, ye sweetest meads in mind ? 
And how did all your beauty fail, 
And all those flowers so ill avail ? 


Deep seas of other lands, that still 
With sapphire waters wash the hill 
Whereon I stood ; deep seas that lay 
Asleep within a sand-locked bay, 

All murmurous, all deep as death, 
With your low voice, with your pure breath, 
Could you not wake some undertone 
Of music, that I might have known 
What behind open beauty lay ? 

O sapphire plains, so far away, 

What lacked I that I did not find 

In your bright wisdom, peace of mind ? 
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O wonder-loaded lands and seas, 
O midnight-wakening galaxies, 

O songs of earth and songs of men, 
What lack I, that my quest is vain ; 
That all my sorry joys must fail 
And fade to hear the nightingale ; 
That every faith I held must prove 
A doubt encumbering my love ; 
That still behind the myriad shapes 
Wherewith this earth is filled, escapes 
The deity which gives them birth ; 
And in the very cry of mirth 
Exultant, bidding love rejoice, 
Cometh this breaking in the voice ? 


O earth, O heaven, O endless sea, 
Hide not your heart of hearts from me. 
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I SPEND MY DAYS VAINLY 


SPEND my days vainly, 
Not in delight ; 
Though the world is elate, 
And tastes her joys finely. 


Here wrapped in slow musing 
Lies my dark mind, 

To no music attuned 
Save its own, and despising 


The lark for remoteness, 
The thrush for bold lying, 
The soft wind for blowing, 
And the round sun for brightness. 


O tarry for me, sweet ; 
I shall stir, I shall wake ! 
And the melody you seek 
Shall be lovely, though late. 
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MONOCHROME 


REY moonlight over the little town 
Lies like deep water, and the houses drown. 
The market-place is now the coralled floor 
Of an unmeasured ocean, and the roar 
Of day forgotten quite 
Under this sea of silver night. 


Long after midnight, over this 

Untroubled, unfamiliar quietness, 

I muse. Far off the swimming stars look down 
Through the clear deeps that overlie the town ; 
For the past hour no sound 

Nor sign of life have I found. 


The shadows creep across and climb 

The blind fagades—else would the lapse of time 
Pass unremarked, and ages separate 

Me from the building of this desolate 

Unruined monument— 

And, this last bond being rent, 


Ancient it seems, deserted long ago 

By a strange people at Time’s overthrow, 
And I some lonely watcher without name, 
Full of old fancies, wondering how came 
That sound of bells to cry, 

Shaking the deeps where lost I lie. 


Io! 


BROKEN TRYST 


UNSET ; and, still delaying, you do not come 
hither, 
Though the young Hesperus with bright eye of silver 
Watches for you above the pale and departing splendour, 
And a late wind calls through the trees your name. 


Twilight ; and all the mist-dews rolling across the 
river, 

And numberless stars, and Hesperus, sinking in terror, 

Setting alone above the fading horizon ; 

Twilight, and still delaying you do not come. 


Darkness !| Why should I stir for you unfaithful ? 

Night, and nothing worthy of tears in promises broken ; 

Fool indeed to hope, when hoping avails not, 

Fool to weep when night dews about me are weeping, 

And fold upon fold of darkness hides my sorrow and 
shame. 
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DRY DRAYTON THIS APRIL 


HE parsley stands hip-deep by the side of the 
meadow, 
And under the leafy elms the grass lies greening ; 
Cuckoo calls to cuckoo across the level pastures ; 
All day long the air makes merry with thrushes ; 
All day long the cumulus follows his fellow 
Over the high blue heavens that arch the Spring. 


Cows graze over the meadows, leaving the cowslips, 

Thick are the cowslips, pale in the lusty meadows, 

So that their fragrance, mingled with sweet smell of 
parsley, 

The wind is wafting in faint, delicious thrills. 


The grass is a flaming green, an emerald brilliance ; 
But under the new brown leaves of the late-burst oak 
trees, 

Few and precious at first, and increasing in number, 
The wind-bowed hyacinths muster their mist of azure ; 
Until, in the thicker copsewood, their myriad blossoms 
Sweep like a sea of amethyst, dark in the distance, 
Dyeing the halcyon woods to the base of the trees. 


This is the earth divine, where I, an intruder, 
Drown my eyes in colour, my ears in music, 

Bear but one sense at a time, forgetting in vision 
The multitudinous calls of linnet and cuckoo ; 
Listening, see not the wonderful chords of colour ; 
Watching, forget the songs and scents of Spring. 
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Ah, but at night, if sleep come tardily bedward, 

Out of the dark, the silence, the scentless night air, 

I draw to myself again the hyacinth’s violet, 

The cowslip’s gold, the palpitant green of the grasses, 
I draw to my dreaming ears the cry of the cuckoo 
With woven songs of linnet and thrush and blackbird, 
I draw to myself the indescribable sweetness— 

The rank perfume of grass and trampled parsley, 
The scent balsamic of bursting elm and chestnut, 
The winy cowslip flowers, the breath of the bluebells, 
Blended yet distinct, like the tones of a song. 
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THE ORANGE 


AKE him this charm. 
Though he sits long and languidly to- night, 
Wrapped in Lethean thoughtlessness, 
He will awake ; his eyes will twinkle ; bright 
Will glow his cheeks ; and, warm, 
His lively blood will dance away distress. 


Then you shall hear 
Of violet, vaulted skies, and brazen days ; 
And catch the whisper in the shadowy groves 
Of warmly scented wind that lightly plays 
Among the oranges and near 
The lapping waves of Yafa this man loves. 


Then you shall see 
The pale rose mosque, the white-walled dusty street, 
Swart copper skin, and gleaming stalwart arm, 
Bright-turbaned babes, and laughing teeth, and sweet 
Rachels whose modesty 
Droops over tremulous eyes. ... Take him this 
charm. 
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NOW TO THE WORLD 


OW to the world we’ll go, my body and I, 

Leaving the comfortable nights and days, 
The books where wise old men in wise old ways 
Wrote down their thoughts of life in years gone by. 


Snap up the switch, and let the darkness down ; 
Shut the two doors ; deliver up the key. 

These things pass on to others ; but for me 
They have grown lifeless—I must seek my own. 


Picture and book, most taciturn, most dear ; 

Hearth where I burned my more ambitious rhymes ; 
Room where I dreamed of life a thousand times ; 
Scene of so many a joy and fancied fear, 


There is no break in this farewell. I go, 
Eager as sailors to the uncharted sea— 

To wreck or Eldorado—steadfastly ; 
Whither, save hence, I do not care nor know. 


Here I have laid my little-practised hand 

To many a task, as children play, for learning ; 
Here I have told my closest secrets, burning 
With strong affection for some intimate friend. 


Here we have laughed, or argued, man with man, 

Till the quick double pulse of midnight sounded ; 

Have mocked at Time and Death, and been con- 
founded ; 

Have spoken glibly of the race we ran. 
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And here, in silence, as the impatient morning 
Hovered behind the elms, I spoke with Sorrow ; 
Clung to wild prophecies of hope to-morrow ; 
Prayed to I know not Whom, and met day scorning. 


Here it was hard to lose, if only dreams ; 

And here, where empty walls return my stare, 
A strong imagination, passionate, clear, 
Opened a window upon love, it seems : 


Better than art, by trembling fingers made ; 

The portrait of a queen without her crown, 

A thing alive, with magic looks cast down, 

And moving lips, by cunning truth portrayed... . 


Close the two doors. Deliver up the key. 
There is no break in this farewell to peace— 
No frown or smile to signify release— 

Snap up the switch ; and let the darkness see ! 
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SONNETS 


(From a sequence unpublished.) 
I 


INCE time, and youth, and life, and love, decay ; 
Since even eternity is proved a lie, 
A false and aged hope, now cast away 
By some astronomer’s wilder theory ; 
All poets’ vaunted loves-inviolate 
Crash to their doom ; for Science knows so much, 
That she can diagnose our love and hate, 
And spirit falls to dust beneath her touch. 
It is so easy ! Love is this or that, 
A natural stirring in the blood, no more ; 
And all this mystery we marvelled at, 
And all that we were ever hoping for, 
Lies here and here, where skilful blades uncover 
This blood, this bone, this brain, of this dead lover. 
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II 


THOU that givest darkness, when for light 
I cry upon thy pity, vainly ever ; 
Thou that, omniscient, knows my unhappy plight ; 
Mocker omnipotent, great torture-giver ; 
When I am humbled to the very dust 
From which I sprang at thy creating touch, 
And when I say I’ll praise thee, since I must, 
And die to numbness having suffered much ; 
Will my enforced compliance gratify 
Thy lust for homage ? Was no kinder way ? 
Thine from the first I was, and when I die 
Cannot be more possessed. Lo, when I pray, 
Thou thyself sets the words upon my tongue ; 
My love, my grief, my hate, are from thee sprung. 
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III 


OW near into my ears night’s silence breathes ! 

On sounds too slight for any ear to hear 
While day gave others tongue, the hour bequeaths 
Insistent sense. The flames make secrets clear 
That in the day were hidden with a sigh ; 
The clock speaks every hopeless second out ; 
There is no wind ; but all the air goes by, 
Stealthy, forbidding, dreadful, full of doubt. 
Starless the skies ; and at my window-pane 
The world drops sheer away! Alone, alone, 
I of all living folk live on in vain, 
And listen for the strange, familiar tone 
Of words that I shall never hear again 
In any voice so eager as your own. 
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IV 


VISION came to me of my old age ; 
Nothing seemed left to hope for ; only rest, 

Rest from a restless longing ; a blank page, 
And no desirous word to be expressed : 
Blind future, short and valueless ; with fear 
Stripped of his wolf’s disguise, and impotent ; 
Lost vivid visions of the past ; an ear 
Weary of song’s deceptions—deaf content. 
And this, this present agony, no more 
Than the slow whimper of a foolish boy, 
Iilusioned for an hour, and crying for 
A faded thing of false delight, a toy. 
Visions of lies ! O turn, turn thou and prove 
Never came such an age from such a love ! 


Jil 


y 


O that great day how slowly, oh how slowly, 

Time wings his way, his weary way to thee ; 
From dawn, to noon, to twilight’s melancholy, 
Limps the tired day ; and weary, wearily, 
Spring, that was used to fly, comes creeping by ; 
Till my impatience, longing for the summer, 
Cries out upon his dallying. But I— 
I am at fault, and Spring is no late-comer. 
Dearest, at long last shall the traitor Time 
Lift to their wide extent his mighty wings, 
Bearing, with other speed than this slow climb, 
Our one day hence ; and, after that, the Springs, 
On winged feet flashing past us, will not stay 
When we cry, not for speed, but for delay. 
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VI 


AKE all the stars of heaven in thy two hands ! 
Sing ; and the earth shall make thy voice as spring, 
To wake and blossom at thy song’s commands— 
Thou, if thou wilt, canst winter set on wing ; 
Canst call forth beauty, manifest again 
The fragile grace which sorrow dared to slay ; 
It is for thee to tune thy lute, for fain, 
Fain is the frozen world to hear thee play . . . 
I am the world I live in ; of my seeing 
These skies are born, and I create with eyes : 
Wherein I see the earth it is my being, 
And as I grieve the earth grieves. Then arise ! 
Waiting thy sure return this white throne stands. 
Take all the stars of heaven in thy two hands ! 
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VII 


ALE from the hands of night the grey day slips ; 
Dream before dawn is vanishing away ; 
Draw thy phantom hands through my finger tips ; 
Why should I bid thy ghostly forgiveness stay ? 
Almost daily thus I surrender thee, 
Repeating the pain, repeating the bitter pain. 
Come not again in darkness to mock at me— 
Though, when the darkness comes, I cry: ‘‘ Come 
again.” 
Thief of my light, my dear, thou art becoming ; 
Daylight is drowsed with sorrow ; sleep seems waking ; 
Dawn, that brought vigorous life, brings now benumbing 
And saddening loss, to dull the day with aching. 
If thou must come, come boldly, bodily ; 
Come in the daylight, daring reality. 
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Vill 


EARTH, I am thy son, bone of thy bone ; 
Of love deeper than life I drank at thy breast ; 
Heard many a story from thee, when, alone 
Together we two outwatched the dying west : 
Or in some secret tryst with dawn, when I 
Trod upon tiptoe through the unwakened wood, 
And heard thee stir at my approach, and sigh 
A welcome to thy son born of thy blood... . 
Sing all my sorrows hence, motherly voice ; 
How can a scion of thee be grieved at Spring ? 
All birds and flowers are thine, and these rejoice ; 
If I am thine I sin in sorrowing. 
Bear with my woes no more: Thy beauty appears ; 
Back to thy heart I turn, and no more tears. 
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IX 


EARY of play, some summer eve, may chance 
You will come running in from dewless lawns, 
The long day’s laughter in your countenance ; 
(O laughing eyes, where brighter beauty dawns !) 
And taking up this book, as one might take 
A leaf, or flower, or blade of grass, while speaking, 
Read lightly on, a word or two, and make 
No meaning of them—little meaning seeking. 
There standing, bending head and straying hair, 
As leaf by leaf you idly turn these over, 
Love, love—the word will meet you everywhere, 
And you will laugh, remembering your lover ; 
And take the book, perhaps, being tired of play, 
To wonder and read till daylight dies away. 
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Xx 


EHIND the living hours of urgent Spring, 
And the high noons of May, and leaf-built June ; 
Buried with winter’s bones, where, whispering, 
The tasselled grass stands high beneath the moon ; 
Behind the better mind of love, where loss 
No meaning holds that is worth weeping over ; 
Where stranger envy does not dare to cross, 
Where covetousness no longer proves the lover. 
Behind contentment ; buried like a thief ; 
Dead of a groan too many, and forgotten, 
Lies the unholy body of my grief, 
Past hope of resurrection, deep and rotten, 
No stone to mark his final infamy ; 
Lost to the world, as I am lost to thee. 
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XI 


T last the call of earth rings clear again ; 
My senses thrill before the summer songs— 
The song of dawn, of proud noontide, of rain 
That stilly falls, of flowers that nod in throngs. 
And if what’s worthy, fine, and delicate, 
Recalls a name that sadness once berhymed, 
Tears are as far from falling at my fate 
As snow in June—and that would be ill-timed ! 
Come, dearest Perdita, my greed is dead ; 
Let no man say I lose the summer’s wealth 
With crying for the moon—the last tear’s shed ; 
Spring needs must conquer, though she win by stealth ; 
And Summer follows Spring, until green mirth, 
Like a wide sea of laughter, floods all earth. 
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XII 


OVE is triumphant! O most mighty Love, 
Thou art triumphant, king in a king’s place. 
Battle has lent thee strength to rise above 
‘Thine enemies, and now thy thought is peace. 
Love is triumphant. Dear my mistress, hear : 
Whether thy silence hold before his power, 
Or yield him laughing homage—Wast thou dear ? 
Peerless thou art in Love’s triumphant hour. 
Armies of grief lie underneath his feet ; 
Self lies despoiled of selfishness before him, 
Envy has suffered death, and pride defeat ; 
And the vast worlds of thought and sense adore him : 
Honour may nothing add, nor age remove ; 
Love is triumphant ; O most mighty Love ! 
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